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"WHY?"
Susan Webb
Sean stands among the packages and suitcases III the hall. As
his mother securely buttons his coat and hood he asks her, "Where
is Grandma going?"
"Darling, she is going to a lovely home. Rose Crest is-"
"Why?"
"-just what your grandmother needs for a good rest." Putting
on her own coat and straightening her hair in the mirror, she continues, "It has all the modern conveniences. Now hurry out to the
car. "
"But why?"
"Sean, don't bother me now with your questions. Anyway, you're
too young to understand. Oh dear. Your father is already backing the
car around. Run along now. I'll go get grandmother."
She opens the door and gives Sean a gentle push, but he turns
abruptly and asks, "Will we ever get to see her?"
"Oh, Sean, don't be silly! Of course we will.
"
Looking at his serious face she adds, ". . . as often as you wish. Rose
Crest isn't that far away."

They say they will, but they never do. The Old Folks are alone.
The visitors come and go. The Old People glimpse at life, but they
live in darkness when the visitors leave the Home. A woman, nearly
blind, cries from her room. "Somebody, please turn on the light. I
can't reach it. Please, it's dark. Somebody help me. Oh, please, somebody kill me! Turn on the light! God!". . . A crippled man, talking
to himself, inches his way down the long hall. "Now Joey. How will
you ever make the team holding the bat like that? Let me show you.
Where are you?". . . From her window an old lady calls to the boy
mowing the lawn, "Little boy, I'll give you five dollars if you let me
out of here". . . . "Would you like to see my room? It's really quite
nice. I have a desk all my own. Oh, I bet you'd like to see the basket
J made!" A young girl takes his hand, saying, "I'd like very much to
see it." He squeezes her hand in excitement. For a moment he is linked
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to the rest of the world. He is almost happy. He thinks maybe he can
hold on longer this time. But no. At five o'clock she leaves. The old
man cries. She will not be back.
In the television room, a group of old people reminisce. That is
all that is left for them.
"Old friends,
Memory brushes the same years.
Silently sharing the same fear.
."t

Sean feels himself crying inside. Something is wrong. He sees his
-grandmother at a window-her window now. He sees her smiling, but
it looks like she is sad. Sean climbs into the car and looks back once
more. His grandmother is waving.
"Good-bye."

t Paul Simon, "Old Friends"
1967) .

(New York:

Columbia Records,

The Beads
Mario Vian
Former lives are lost,
Always in fleeting pursuit
Of tomorrow's goal,
The theme which they slide upon.

